Delights of Ocean

of porcelain., of marine build launched upon the waves, the heart
or palladium of the whole Armada. Were it the Spanish main,
this galleon would have on board the Patriarch of the Indies and
be cathedral of the fleet. But the Grand Amiral is pagan; he is
Neptune's Admiral, the captain of Poseidon's forces, flying the
colours of the coral reef.

There were never these tints upon the rose's petals, even were
they sails to waft you to Armada's bowers. No Caesar knew such
purples, extracted from the shell; no such violets grow on Lethe's
banks and bring oblivion, that have such hue. This is greener
than the ilex shade; softer than the olive groves wherein the
Ancients rested. It is white like a snow field; like the white clouds
of the Muses when they race along the aether. White as the cloud
of Ixion, which was the limbs and body of fair Juno, whence
were born the race of Centaurs; white as the mares in the meadows
of Magnesia. Blue as the skin of Amphitrite, daughter of Oceanus
and bride of Neptune; blue because that is the colour for the salt
spray to show, gilded, on her bosom and running down her
limbs. Nymphs of the sea must be olive skinned, burnt apricot,
or tawny; and we have them all in the pearlshell volutes. There
is citron of the lemon wood; the myriad skins and figures of the
Oceanides, nymphs of ocean, Tethys' daughters; the saffron field;
the lilied; those with lids of jasmine; the bruised and honeyed
nectarine; gold freckled like the strawberry; cassia breathed; with
fronds of gold; the creamy magnolia with mouth and throat of
spice; the yellow or blue crocus as though lying in a starry field;
the tulip, turban-shaped, with pointed sleeves of gold behind
the flowering lattice; nets and meshes to hide shapes of ravish-
ment; the naked pearl, that calls for no covering, and glistens in
the summer moonlight; the smooth clove; the body of sweet
sandalwood; a toy of coffee that can move its limbs and is brown
as an eggshell, and as clean of shape; the skin of amber with
honeyed shoulders and honey dropping hair; Dryads of the myrtle
grove, ghosts who change, and change again, their shape for the
youths who died of love; dark Gypsies of the rose-hung hedges;
the cream upon the faunal raspberries; sharpness and sweetness as
though from prickles of the raspberry canes; netted fruit upon
red walls of autumn; green apple cheeks; a nude body with a skin
of apple; the delights of Ocean; a nymph who holds the golden
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